All rights reserved iv DEDICATION For Dominick, Emma, and Alice-my home.
v ACKNOWLEDGMENTS Thank you, Julie Wade, for your perfect timing, and for being an extraordinary mentor, teacher, and friend.
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And thank you to the sisters-Susie, Patty, and Nancy-who helped me mine my memory for details about our childhood and who answered countless emails with subject lines of "Help!", "Please Be My Brain!", and "Do you remember…?" I'm so lucky to have you. Professor Julie Wade, Major Professor THE ROAD FROM EMMAUS is a collection of 20 personal and lyric essays that explores the narrator's role as mother and daughter through a close look at significant life events, including her parents' divorce, a high-risk pregnancy, the death of her father, talking to her daughter for the first time about sex, and accompanying her daughter to the DMV for a learner's permit. Through examining familial roles and relationships, the narrator's longing for home emerges as a unifying theme.
The essays in THE ROAD FROM EMMAUS vary in style and tone, from light and funny to serious and probing. The collection is divided into five sections, each highlighting a different aspect of the narrator's life as she evolves from a child, to a young adult, a mother, and a daughter who must help take care of her aging parents. Love presses him to visit your family over Christmas. Love urges you visit his in the summer, puts a ring on your finger before he leaves for Germany, his army Korean War assignment. It lingers while you graduate and take that job in the country school where the boys spit tobacco and the girls never get to college. Girls who will never know what it's like to toss a suitcase in the trunk of a car and drive off to unknown cities.
vii
You set about learning to be a proper wife. You sit with your mother, on the sun porch on Saturday mornings drinking sweet tea and penciling a week's worth of menus.
There are guidelines. There must be a meat, a vegetable and a starch of some kind. You can always add rolls or salad. Butter is your friend. You learn to roll out a pie crust, to choose the right cuts of meat at the market, to slice summer corn off the cob and simmer it in salted cream. To shake flour and cold water in a jelly jar until it's smooth enough to whisk into the gravy. You fry chicken, bake blueberry muffins. After, you and your mother critique the meals over a sink full of soapy dishwater. You copy your successes onto recipe cards to take with you when you leave. We come quickly, four girls in four years, sensing the urgency, feeling portions of the love expel from you one baby at a time. Our father has lost sight of you. He only notices you when you are pretty, dressed to go out on the town, your hair curled, and lipstick on. Then he takes your arm and waves goodbye to the babysitter who will play her Beatles records too loud. He doesn't feel the thickness in the air that surrounds you, the effort it takes to swing your feet to the floor when a baby cries in the night. Has no idea how many times you step into the coat closet each day to cry into a woolen sleeve.
Your mother is stern with you. She comes after each birth, understands what is going on. You will have a baby every year, she warns. After the third she tells your father she won't come for another. You need to stop this nonsense, she tells him. When Baby Nancy is born she stays in Ohio.
